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Chapter 1: Lethean
Chapter Text
Ashley Graves had a rude awakening —in the literal sense— thanks to that violent rush of blood that went straight to her head in the most painful of ways. The sharp suffering caused by her now recurring migraines became apparent as she dispelled the mist of sleep around her and wondered if she had any clairvoyant dream at all; she rapidly rose from the worn-out and smelly mattress, and dropped the demonic token that she had held all night to press her closed eyes with her fingers, sighing and cursing under her breath.

The gift of their malevolent and otherworldly benefactor had fallen next to her purple and green rabbits stuffed toys, which had been resting together and comfortably over her breasts and now were partially hidden under the torn and dirty bed sheets. In contrast, the yellow rabbit plushie was being still held by Ashley, closer to her chest by the hand that was not doing a useless attempt to mitigate the pain that extended from the front to the back of her head.

            “Dammit…! Sweet Satan, I’d kill for some painkillers...”

            The room was dimly illuminated by dozens upon dozens of candles placed over boxes and metal shelves, showing its simple and yet tenebrous nature: the concrete walls were painted with graffiti about sex, occultism, Devil worshiping and paganism; they were stained black by years of moisture exposition, and thus in result emanated an eerie aura of evil and decay that Ashley did not find repulsive at all, but strangely accepting. Even more, she had placed her mattress beneath a beautiful graffiti of Hel, the Norse goddess of death that her ancestors surely had worshipped a millennia and a half ago.

Light fought against the reigning darkness once Ashley got up and left half-nakedness exposed by having been wearing only her characteristic choker, skimpy black panties and brassiere. Old scars of self-harm in her arms and legs told silent stories of deep hatred and pain that made her migraine almost a joke in comparison…

            “Not even a single, goddamn expired painkiller around…” she muttered as she put on a blood-stained black metal Burzum t-shirt that she had stolen from a passerby days ago, her usual black top and short brown pants. The smell of blood and rot that was coming for dead rats nearby was soothing, like a caress directly to her soul as black as cardinal sin. If only it worked to ease her mind-breaking pain… “Andrew! Did you bought or steal those pills you promised me?!”

            Her voice painfully reverberated in her ears and outside the bone-chilling room, into the pitch-black hallway that connected to other rooms. No response.

            “Oh, my fucking head… Fuck everything!” The pain was a constant annoyance for the goth woman. She suspected that it was a side effect of using the demonic token, but she could not discard another particular root cause; one that was made of flesh and bone and it pissed her off to no end after a series of life-changing events. “I swear if that bitch is the reason…”

            Ashley went out of the room, not afraid in the slightest of the dark. Pharmaceutical labels on the empty boxes, some rusted metal wheelchairs and hundred upon hundred torn sheets of paper scattered along the floor offered some clues about the past of that building.

She reached the main hall, which was the point of convergence between four hallways, vast and not fully empty thanks to more rotten boxes with lit candles over it, a big desk screwed to the floor and the ominous crucified statue of Jesus Christ —desecrated with satanic graffiti— hanging on the lonely wall in the middle of the atrium with a golden label underneath it that said “Trauma Ward”.

That was the Graves’ family home now, for now. A pavilion belonging to the structure of the derelict Ravenlight Hospital.

            “Good night to you, my love.”

            Since almost a month, hearing that serene voice filled Ashley’s veins with a strange mixture of rage and excitement. She gritted her teeth and looked to the left side of the atrium to find the source of such voice, located in the corner most illuminated by light: a woman in her late thirties with black hair tied with a purple ribbon to a ponytail; wearing black, consisting in high boots, a skirt so short it could barely hide her undergarments, a shirt unbuttoned enough to let her big breasts breathe, and a tie with blasphemous geometric shapes illustrated through its length.

She was sitting in a trashy armchair, in between two angel statues made of stone that were being used to hold at least ten candles each over their surface; she was holding a crimson-cover book about the anatomy of the human body, which she closed once her yellow eyes met with Ashley’s pink ones.

The goth bitch’s heart skip a beat, filled with those conflicting feelings that made her extremely uncomfortable.

            “I told you not to call me that, you chronic sniffer of panties,” she spat, venom impregnated in her voice and setting a safe distance from her, as if she were more dangerous than a sociopathic murderer like herself. The woman laughed, softly and with such gentleness that made Ashley’s skin crawl. “What kind of mother calls her own daughter like that?”

            Mrs. Graves left the book on the floor, and Ashley spotted cuts and bruises on her knuckles, along with dry blood under her nails. She’s been busy lately…

            “I’m the kind of mother that loves her daughter very much. Perhaps too much,” was her answer, as she relaxed and leaned against the back of the armchair. She opened her legs and unintentionally showed Ashley her delicious-looking black underwear. “You’re freezing. Come, let mommy warm you up.”

            “I’m fine...” That was a lie, her voice almost betraying her by her jaw willingness to spasm and twitch. But she preferred to stay safe, away from that…that temptress. That fucking witch. “Where’s Andy?”

            The way she smiled, so highly and proud, as if she were two steps ahead, made Ashley’s anger boil up. Was she an open book, showing her treacherous feelings so easily to read?

Since that night when she let herself be carried away by her most primitive instincts… Since that night of orgy and incest, which derived into her and Andrew accepting their mother in their nomadic and survivalist way of life, Ashley felt that she lost control. Not even with the demonic token she could feel in advantage again; the presence of that woman made her rotten heart feel things she never thought she could feel for her.

It was just the way she felt for her dear Andy… She wanted to trap her mother in a tight embrace that smothers, never letting go and possess her in every single way possible.

But that meant defeat. That meant turning the page, ignoring the past and making her own suffering worthless. In the silence of the darkness, when Andrew was not around, she had shed too many tears for that woman. Too much, just to forget and forgive as if it were that easily.

The past was carved in her skin, her flesh. Scars to experience all that pain in a perpetual cycle.

            “Your brother left to get some provisions. Water, wood or whatever to burn, food…”

            “We ran out of food? Dammit… What about the emergency stock?” Just as she asked, the echoes of a pained scream came from the darkness of the southern hallway. That made Ashley smirk evilly, her stomach rumbling like a beast from Hell. “Still alive and kicking, eh? I can’t fucking wait…”

            “First things first, darling: your girlfriend is waiting here, craving for your love,” Mrs. Graves said, completely ignoring the scream of whoever was pleading for succor in the depths of that forgotten but not abandoned pavilion. “I feel lonely…”

            Ashley clenched her fists, reaching a new level of anger, turned on in more than one way. Not only her mother was completely out of control, she knew exactly what spot to put her finger into to make her react.

            “Shut the fuck up, bitch.” The goth woman pointed her finger at her. “In case you have forgotten, you are mine. Did you catch that? YOU.ARE.MINE.”

She walked rapidly towards her mother and took her by her tie to force her to fix her gaze at hers. A glance of hatred and passion that could cut the very air around them like a knife.

            “You made your choice, mom, and you chose us. So you need to understand that we do as I want and whatever the fuck I want…,” Ashley whispered, threateningly and unconsciously blushing at the premise of having that woman’s face, steadfast and determined, so close to hers. The sex and kisses they shared loomed in the back of her mind, like the head of a creature peeking out from dark waters. “And if you think that I’ve forgiven you for being such a piece of shit mother, you’re very mistaken.”

            She let of the tie, harshly and making Mrs. Graves fall backwards, bouncing slightly on the backrest. After taking some distance from her, Ashley felt a winner once again; things had to be perfectly clear, and that was that she was in charge. She had the power of Hell to see the future and keep them safe. She was everything.

            “It was not my intention to make you angry. I just can’t help myself…,” Mrs. Graves said, sounding honestly sorry and her eyes shining like beautiful topazes. “Along with your brother, you’re my everything. You know that, right?”

Like a lady, she adjusted her tie and gifted her a new smile, so sweet that it was cloying.

            “I love you, Ashley.”

            Her daughter bit her lower lip, the red in her face and ears worsening. A normal mother would say that with a different meaning, but the connotation that that fucking witch was using… She sounded sensual, with desire permeated in those words. Every single syllable was a spell of destruction against the goth bitch’s defenses, slowly but inexorably eroding it until nothing is going to be left standing.

            “…Whatever. I’m going to pay a visit to our guest…” Just as she turned around, a rush of pain crossed through her head, reminding her that the evil maelstrom of her mind have a price to be paid. One could not mix insanity and love without expecting chaos in return. “FUCK!”

With a hand in her temple, Ashley moaned and closed her eyes; anguish reflected in her face made her mother stare at her with sympathy, but staying in her spot in order to not feed her daughter’s rage by shortening distances.

            “Andrew gave me this, if your headaches return.”

            Looking sideways with difficulty, Ashley spotted a small yellow-colored pill in between her mother’s right index finger and thumb.

             “Hand it over,” she demanded, going towards her mother while trying to maintain balance. Step by step, the world was crumbling beneath her, making her feel like an equilibrist walking on a very thin rope over the abyss. And if it was not enough, her mother put the pill inside the pocket of her shirt. “Stop fucking around, mom.”

            “I want something in return,” the woman said with that impish smirk that her daughter clearly inherited from her.

            “My head is on fucking fire, I don’t need you to add more fuel, dammit!” Ashley roared as she shortened distances once more with Mrs. Graves. “Give me the fucking pill!”

            The goth woman reached the armchair exactly when her legs gave out, surrendering to the void in her mind, and she fell over her mother, who expected exactly that outcome: she caught Ashley in her arms and gently made her lie against her chest.

That ruined armchair complained about the weight of the two women with creaks, and the sorrowful stares of the angel statues were a divine demonstration of how abandoned everyone were from any heavenly realm.

Now, as if fate was playing tricks, it was Ashley the one who got trapped in an embrace. It felt warm and strange; the hands of her mother caressing her head and thigh, a perverse mix of maternal and sexual love. She had no energy left at all to fight against that beautiful witch…

            “What do you want?” she asked her, weakly and doing everything in her power to not close her eyes upon the immense tiredness that befell over her body. “I’m going to kill you later, so you better ask for something worth it.”

            The death threat did nothing at all against Mrs. Graves: she lovingly caressed the right side of her face, her fingers passing over the outline of her temple, then her right cheekbone, and then her lower lip…

            “I want a kiss.”

            That was all the asked. Something so simple between two girlfriends, and yet absolutely abnormal and —given Ashley’s twenty years of experience in that fucked up life— bizarre.

            “Mom… Why are you like this?” the goth bitch asked, her confusion overcoming her amalgamation of anger, pain and weakness. “Who are you?”

Even though her mother told her and Andrew the truth and such words unleashed their threesome, Ashley needed to believe. Beyond their bond as mother and daughter, now lovers, the one hundred and eighty degree change they experimented sent the old world she knew into a crash course towards oblivion, and a new one emerged from the ashes.

The old world in which all Ashley knew was her mother’s back, so far away.

Eight years old. Crayons scattered all over the floor and sheets of paper with horrible drawings.

             “Lookie here, mom! I drew us! This green rabbit is Andy, the yellow one is you, the pink one is me, duh… Oh, I forgot dad. Well, anyway, what do you think?”

And then her emotionless gaze staring at her sideways, from the heights like a colossus against an ant…

             “Go away, Ashley. ”

...

Despise. Indifference. Coldness. No love found.

Day after day, month after month, year after year.

…

…

Thirteen years old. Sadness turned into anger. The icy caress of the razor, and the first scars.

            “That bitch… Who the hell does she think she is?” she told Andy, sharing her bed while he embraced as she cried. “Fuck her… I hope she dies.”

…

…

Seventeen years old. Despair turned into hatred. Together, her arms, legs and torso were a map of anguish, covered in paths filled with noxious poison. 

…

            “FUCK YOU, MOM! I HATE YOU!” she screamed, her cried reverberating throughout the apartment as she masturbated in a fit of rage, sticking two fingers in and out of her vagina and using her yellow rabbit plushie to violently stroke her clitoris. Her head filled with thoughts of mother, and how she wanted nothing else but choke her to death and see the light fading from her eyes. “MAKE ME CUM BEFORE YOU DIE, YOU FUCKING BITCH!”

…

…

And now…

            “What I mean is that I’m in love with you two.”

Tied against the supporting beam of the basement. A sexy lingerie, sweat and sex appeal emanating like pheromones, with a delicious and salty aroma.

            “Hell will freeze over before I regret having you two!”

That witch, madly in love. Bloodied hands, crawling towards her, thirsty and lust-driven.

            “Please let me eat that cum-filled pussy of yours.”

A new world in which all that goth bitch knew was that infernal incestual love that her mother offered, engulfing and burning her to cinders.

Ashley opened her eyes, and as black tears rolled down her cheeks, she found that loving gaze that made her heart race.

            “Is it too hard to believe that this is the way I am?” Mrs. Graves asked her, her cheeks slightly flushing and cleaning those rivers of despair away with her thumb. “Is it too hard to believe that I’ve always loved you?”

Suddenly, her words unlocked a memory that Ashley had long kept inside the forgotten vaults of her mind’s labyrinth: she, a little devil playing with her pink and yellow rabbit plushies, rushing in the kitchen where her mother was cooking:

            “Lookie, mom!” When Mrs. Graves stared at her, pissed off as always, she brought the two stuffed rabbits toys closer and pretended that they were kissing. Shock crossed her face, paralyzing her and turning her cheeks red. “Hahaha!”

            That scene from her memories filled her heart with more pain; like barbed wire enclosing, piercing and bleeding it out.

            “Yes… After twenty years showing that you don’t give a damn about me, it’s very fucking hard to believe t-that…that you l-love me…” Ashley tried to say, her voice breaking and betraying her with sobs that she could not repress. She closed her fists, digging her nails against her palms unmercifully; her unbridled and internal rage reaching out painfully and merging with new tears. Her migraine was unbearable; her fucked up mind could not cope with the paradoxical conflict between the feelings she had for her mother and that black void that was her absolute lack of any at all. “I did my best to be good… Remember? I tried and tried and tried, but you turned your back on me every single fucking time.”

            Mrs. Graves slightly opened her mouth to say something, a response to counter that argument, but nothing came out. She looked away for a second, surely because of the shame and the remnant of the weight of her sins coming unto her… But then she sighed, letting out that heavy miasma of the past, and looked down again at her daughter.

At her girlfriend. At one of the two loves of her life.

            “I did. I wanted to ignore my heart. To erase those dark thoughts that emerged every time I looked at you two. To forget about everything, to wipe out my memories…”

            Then, without any warning at all, the matriarch captured her lips in a sweet and brief kiss that left Ashley both aghast and internally disappointed that it did not last longer. With a sad expression appearing on her face for the first time since forever, Mrs. Graves took out the pill and stared at it deeply, as if her inner demons were fighting an invisible war.

             “…but I guess that drinking from rivers of Lethean waters is not enough to make one forget about their own feelings.”

            Lethean. The mythological Lethe River.

Now Ashley understood; realization making her open her eyes like plates.

How many times did she see her mother swallowing pills with the excuse of diseases that, in retrospect, never really showed any evidence at all of actually existing?

How many times did she saw her being so cold and distant…so angry and ruthless?

            “Mom, I…”  But before she could finish her thought, perhaps the only particle of something that resembled empathy that her pitch-black soul could ever summon, Mrs. Graves put the pill in her mouth and smiled kindly once again at her dumbstruck daughter. “Are you fucking kidding me?! Why the hell did you…?!”

            Those yellow eyes shone with lust, reflecting her lack of shame towards an unorthodox tactic of seduction that goth bitch deduced with a pissed off glance dedicated to her mother.

            “Alright, geez… C’mere, you crazy bitch.”

            Ashley crossed her arms behind her neck and kissed her, deeply and realizing about how much she wanted to do that for a while. She asked no permission at all and used her tongue as a ram against those lips, entering in and finding its match, beginning a passionate fight only interrupted when breathe was in order.

Those lips were delicious. The inside of her mouth, so warm… And that pill, finally hers to claim.

But when Ashley got her prize, she looked at her mother to the eyes with a puzzle gaze and then spat the pill to the side. It bounced endlessly into the darkness, where the light of the candles could not reach, forever lost.

            “Ashley!” Mrs. Graves exclaimed, surprised. “Why..?”

            Her daughter chuckled evilly, showing her own twisted, fucked-up way to express something as close as love.

            “I don’t need it. You’re all I need right now.”

Those words struck deeply into the matriarch chest and managed to fill her eyes with tears of joy.

            “Likewise, baby.”

            That new kiss that followed felt like pure bliss; like drinking from the forbidden ambrosia of the garden of the gods. Ashley’s insides got caught in a pleasant fire, and her mind felt light once again. She got as close as possible to her mom, wanting to feel every curve of her body against hers. Her hands traveled through her back, the sides of her torso, her hips… Then her face, caressing her cheeks after breaking the kiss.

            “You are mine,” she said to her in that very brief intermission, repeating those words with fear and love combined, expressed in her eyes and those black trails of tears that flowed from them. “I’m gonna kill myself if you ever leave me, you hear? Never, ever, leave me again…”

            Mrs. Graves stopped her passionately deranged threat by resting two fingers over her lips, demanding for silence that even the entire pavilion obeyed; the wind outside did not hit as hard against the barren windows, and the screams of that somebody that came from within the ward became soft sobs of despair.

            “After tonight, I can assure you that you’ll be convinced that we’ll be together forever. We have a job to do, don’t forget. But after that…” Her mother took her by both the top and t-shirt and pulled up. The ice cold atmosphere of the ward sent chills through Ashley’s body but that Mrs. Graves had an idea or two to stop her from losing heat. “…I will fuck you so hard you’ll scream my name.”

            Right then she went straight to her mouth once again, biting her lower lip and using her tongue to make wonders against her daughter’s mouth. Then she planted soft kisses along her neck and marked it just below her choker, using both teeth and tongue to do so.

            “Fuck, mom! Yes, just like that!” Ashley moaned, embracing her with desperation, afraid that she would vanish into the ether in the blink of an eye. “Bite harder!”

            She did not obeyed, however. Mrs. Graves forced her to climb higher in the armchair so she could kiss more spots of her scars-covered body. Around the places where her bra was hiding her breasts; near her navel; her forearms… She stared at those marks with dreamy eyes and poured all her love over them.

Ashley could not stop the tears. She was so happy that it felt sinful, undeserving. She only felt that way before when she fucked with Andrew as if there was no tomorrow… But now, even though raw sex was not the medium for love to manifest in its purest way, the goth woman desired for the sands of time to stop flowing to the bottom of the hourglass. For that small love nest to be perpetual, and have her mother all to herself.

The ghosts of the past, their chains echoing remembrances of despair, were being exorcized. Ashley had always believe that forgetting the source of her agony was a mistake…but perhaps now she could rewrite the stories of those scars that her mother was kissing, so lovingly and making her tickle.

Those humid spots that those lips were leaving on her skin; Lethean water that hopefully could erase the past and the pain along with it.

And what was better to blind the mind’s eye than a new kiss to the lips from her dear mother, full of degeneracy and so blasphemous that even the statues of the angels and the abandoned Savior of mankind could start crying tears of blood at any moment?

            “These tits… Fuck, these tits!” What was better than leaving her chest exposed and kiss, and suck and squeeze those breasts that she desired from that moment she tasted them in the night of their orgy? “I fucking love’em!”

            “Wait, Ashley… Not now, we need to…,” Mrs. Graves tried to stop her daughter as she made her way below: she was kneeling on the floor and, after lifting her skirt,  kissing her thighs teasingly, very closer to the sides of her very wet panties. “Your brother said…”

            “I know. But I really wanna eat your pussy now,” she purred against the fabric of her underwear, before giving it a teasing kiss that made her mother shake her head and look up at the ceiling, resisting the sudden urge to cum. “Hell and its demons can wait a bit longer.”

            Ashley’s evil smile made her intentions evident: she moved the underwear to the side, leaving that delicious-looking and experienced pussy for her to see, dripping wet and with its clit exposed, ready to be teased.

            “You’re so fucking beautiful, mom.” And just before she could start attacking her mother’s vagina, she stared at her, meeting those bloodshot eyes full of expectation. “I want to rape you so fucking bad...”

            That was it. Mrs. Graves could hold on any longer: she took Ashley by the back of her head and guided her mouth directly to her vagina, starting to feel her eager tongue making a contour around her folds, then around her clit, and then inside her.

            “I love you, baby!” she moaned, reaching a state of ecstasy rapidly and in succession, with no apparent end and outcome but to lose her mind right there and now, as Ashley continued eating her out and masturbating at the same time by sticking two fingers inside her own vagina. “I love you so much!”

            The ward filled with the moans of pleasure of both women. Some of the candles’ fire went out, leaving the pavilion even more in the dark… A perfect sanctuary for sinners and outcasts, wanting for nothing but survive against conspiracies and manhunts orchestrated by the corporation that ruled the city in the shadows.

One of its instruments, a harbinger of death, was waiting for both mother and daughter in the depths of the ward… Waiting to meet his terrible fate, defeated in that game of chess that he indirectly played with the abyss.

His sobs reached Ashley’s ears, drawing a new smile on her face as she played with her mother’s pussy with the fingers of her other hand. And her stomach released an evil growl, wanting to consume human flesh once again…